The Hi/lory of King Leir

Since they forfake thee like inhumane beaftes,
Thinke they are dead, fince all their kindneffe dyes?
And bury them., where black obliuion lyes.
Think not thou art the daughter of old ~JLeir9
Who did vnkindly disinherit thee:
But think thou art the noble Gallian Queene,
And wife to him that dearely loueth thee:
Embrace the ioyes that prefent with thee dwell,
Let forrow packe and hide her felfe in hell

Cord. Not that I mifle my country or my kinne,
My old acquaintance or my ancient friends,

1260 Doth any whit diffcemperate my mynd,
Knowing you, which are more deare to me,
Then Country, kin, and all things els can be.
Yet pai^on me, my gracious Lord, in this:
For what can flop the courfe of natures power ?
As eafy is it for foure-footed beaiis,
To ftay themfelues vpon the liquid ayre,
And mount aloft into the element,
And ouerftrip the feathered Fowles in flight;
As eafy is it for the filmy Fifh,

1270 To Hue and thriue without the helpe of water:
As eafy is it for the Blackamoore,
To wafh the tawny colour from his skin,
Which all oppofe againft the courfe of nature.
As I am able to forget my father.

King. Myrrour of vertue, Phoenix of our age! ^
Too kind a daughter for an vnkind father,
Be of good comrort; for I will difpatch
Ambanadors immediately for Brittayne,
Vnto the King of Cornwalls Court, whereas

1180 Your father keepeth now his refidence,
And in the kindeft maner him intreat^
That letting former grieuances apart,
He will be pl&fde to come and vifit vs.
If no intreaty will fuffice the turne,
lie offer him the halfe of all my Crowne:
If that moues not, week fornifh out a Fleet,

And